NIGHT
AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD1
WHEN foes insult, and prudent friends dispense.
In Pity's strains, the worst of insolence,
Oft with thee LLOYD, I steal an hour from grief,
And in thy social converse find relief.
The mind, of solitude, impatient grown,                     5
Loves any sorrows rather than her own.
LET slaves to business, bodies without soul,
Important blanks in Nature's mighty roll,
Solemnize nonsense in the day's broad glare,
We NIGHT prefer, which heals or hides our care,       10
ROGUES justified, and by success made bold,
Dull fools and coxcombs sanctified by Gold,
Freely may bask in Fortune's partial ray,
And spread their feathers op'ning to the day;
But thread-bare Merit dares not show the head            15
Till vain Prosperity retires to bed,
Misfortunes, like the Owl, avoid the light,
The sons of CARE are always sons of NIGHT.
THE Wretch bred up in Method's drowsy school,
Whose only merit is to err by rule,                            20
Who ne'er through heat of blood was tripping caught,
Nor guilty deem'd of one eccentric thought,
Whose Soul directed to no use is seen,
Unless to move the body's dull Machine;
Which, clock-work like, with the same equal pace,   25
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